AT         THE         MENIN         GATE

" Good Lord! Look at that," he cried. " Four
degrees left of the canal bridge ... a thousand yards
. . . just to the right of that small wood. D'you see
it ? Or am I dreaming ? "

John took a squint through his glasses in the direction
given. What he saw amazed him, too. There in the
distance was a German horse-artillery battery, of all
things, galloping into action in approved Aldershot
Tattoo style. He could not resist the thrill of this
stirring spectacle.

" What a grand sight I Good old hairies! " he
exclaimed at the sight of the horses.

" Fine, aren't they ? " agreed the eighteen-pounder
officer with enthusiasm. " Sometimes wish we had
'em still. Pure sentiment, of course. . . . Well, I'm
sorry for the hairies, but I'm going to have a crack
at that battery."

John assisted him to work out the switch, range,
and angle of sight of this dream target, all the time
cursing the bad luck that kept him out of touch with
his own Battery at such a juncture. The other O.P.
officer continued his task of shelling enemy concen-
trations behind a village over towards Zonnebeke.

The eighteen-pounder officer 'phoned down the
orders to his battery. " Fire! " he shouted.

"Through, sir. ... Shot . . ." announced the tele-
phonist a few moments later, and the two O.P. officers
looked in for the shell burst. John, with the naked
eye, in case it fell outside the field of vision of the
other's binoculars.

" More thirty minutes . . . 6,400 . . ." came the
correction.

" Through, sir. . . Shot . . ."

Again:  " Less ten minutes . . . 6,800 . . ."

" Through, sir. ... Shot . . ."

After ranging, the eighteen-pounder officer ordered
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